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Fire 


Author's Notes: 

Some have you may have read this already. I\'m reloading it because | screwed up the format. It\'s the same 
story as the one labeled \"Fire\". Except, now I\'m gonna upload the other chapters CORRECTLY. | do not own 
Metallica, Dave Mustaine, or James Hetfield. James Hetfield\'s P.OV. 


Fire. He is fire. Every bit of him. His hair, his personality, his heart. An ever-burning, uncontrollable fire. 


| really liked him from the first time we met. Y'know, he was cool, determined, and talented, too. An amazing 
lead guitarist. 


But there is a dark side to everybody. Sometimes he gets so mad. It really scares me. | try to hide it because 
l'm supposed to be The Almighty Hetfield, the macho front man. But | really do get scared. His excessive 


drinking fuels his rage. Most of the time Lars and Ron chicken out, and it's me who has to calm him. 


He punched me once, a few weeks ago when he was having an episode. The impact cut my lip, but once he saw 


the blood, the fire in his eyes was extinguished. My eyes teared up a little in reaction to the pain, but | 


couldn't take it personally. It wasn't his fault. | walked him quietly to his room and sat him down on his bed. | 
put myself on the other bed in the room, facing him. 


"James, | didn't mean to. l-l'm so sorry," he apologized to me. His hands shook as he reached for a tissue. 


“Shhhh," was all | said. | took the tissue and cleaned the blood seeping from my lip. | didn't bother looking at 
him, but he kept on staring at me with those big, puppy-dog eyes. 


It was quiet for five minutes. He kept on staring. | tended to my lip. | sniffled once breaking the eerie silence. 
"James," he said. | didn't answer. "James..." 
| looked up, my ice blue eyes meeting his hazel eyes. "It's fine, Dave," | mumbled. 


He slowly got up and sat down beside me. He placed a calloused hand on my lap. At first | tried to move my leg 
to evade his touch, but then | stopped. 


"James, let me see," he said as he took his other hand and putting it on my chin, moving my face towards his. 
The hand he placed on my lap was now reaching to move away the tissue | held on my lip. He analyzed the lip 
and smiled softly saying, "Looks fine to me." 


Our eyes met again, but stayed locked. One of his hands reached for mine. | moved my head forward slightly. 
He did too, and our noses touched. He rubbed his nose over mine for a few seconds, until | leaned in for a kiss. 


It was so soft and tender, yet full of a passionate fire. Definitely a kiss | will never forget. 


Beer for Breakfast 


Author's Notes: 
Chapter 2 of my story In The Beginning. N've gotten some good feedback, so | just thought that | should upload 
the second chapter. Hope you like it. James\'s POV. again. Early Metallica (I do not own any them!) 


| let him sleep in. He needed it. After he kissed me, he plopped his drunken head on my shoulder and fell right 


asleep. | tucked him into my bed and slept on the couch in the living room. 


I've been awake for like an hour now. Dave's still asleep. I've been staring into the crappy television set, 


although | guess | should get off my lazy ass. 


| walk over to the Flying-V guitar sitting in the corner and pick it up. What old songs do | know? | try Stairway 
to Heaven by Led Zeppelin. Wow, it's been a while. | guess it's a good thing the guitar isn't plugged in. | sit back 


down on the couch and try to remember how chord progression goes. 


Suddenly, | hear a loud thump and a "Fuck!" from the other room. Dave's up! He trudges out of the room and 
into the bathroom. He doesn't look too happy. | can hear him messing around in the bathroom. Must be looking 


for pills to relieve his headache. 


Then, he opens the door and walks to the room l'm sitting in. He looks down at me. His face is covered with 
that mop of fiery, red hair that | love messing with. Its shining in the sunlight coming through the window 


behind him. Even though his face is covered, | know he's wearing a sneer. 
"Morning," | say in an almost whisper. | smile softly, and his sneer transforms into a tired smile. 


"Hey," he yawns and brushes the hair away from his face. | continue to try to play Stairway. He walks over to 
his guitar, grabs it, and sits next to me. "So you're playing Zeppelin?" 


"Yeah. Attempting is more like it," | say, with a breathy laugh, knowing that | am FAILING at this song. He's 
stares at me. God, those freaking eyes. | look up at him and stop playing. "It's really bad, | know. I'll stick to our 
shit" 


"Nah, it's okay," he says with a chuckle. He stands up and places the guitar leaning on the arm of the couch. | 
do the same. Dave walks into the kitchen get something. | know what it is. Beer for breakfast. Perfect. He has 


his back to me when he asks, "Hey, do you know where Lars and Ron are?" 


"Y'know, now that you mention it, no. Ron is working, | bet, and Lars is.. He's just doing whatever the fuck he 


wants." 


Dave laughs as he walks back to the couch and hands me a beer. 


"Cheers!" we say together and laugh to ourselves. He reaches over to drag a small table towards us. It makes 


a loud screech as it scratches against the floor. | cringe, and he notices. 
"Hehe, sorry." | shrugged it off and lean my back against the couch. "So | guess we're alone, right?" he asks me. 


Suddenly, | remember last night. | bet he doesn't. "Yup," | say, taking a sip of beer, staring into nothingness. He 


swings back the beer and turns to me. 
"Wanna do anything?" he says to me with a smirk Well shit, is he drunk already?! 


"Um... | dunno." Honestly, | have no idea what the hell he's up to. Dave takes another gulp and runs to the 
kitchen only to bring back two more. 


"You almost done with that bottle?" 

| look into the green-colored bottle. "Yeah." Oh God, what is he up to? 
"Okay, here." He hands me another bottle. 

"Dave, what are you trying to do?" 

"Is the All-Mighty James Hetfield rejecting a beer?!" he says sarcastically 
"Ha, never. But lm no ‘All-Might Hetfield 


"Well, yes you are. You're the front man. The face of Metallica | mean there's lars, but just remember that 


we are still part of the band." He's still holding the beer out to me. 
| look down and grab the bottle. "I won't, but I'm still not the ‘All-Mighty Hetfield’, I'm just James." 
"Well, whether you like it or not, you are still the face of Metallica" 


"Eh, Lars came take that title" | stay quiet for a second. "Moving on" | stand up and walk towards the kitchen 
"Hey do you want anything for lunch or, well, breakfast?" 


"Nah, l'm good." He points to the beer bottle in his hand. 
"Dave, you gotta eat." Dave rolls is eyes at me and sighs. 


"Fine. What is there?" He's now in the kitchen next to me. He's standing a little close, but not close enough.. 


"I dunno, why don't you check?" 


Then, to my surprise, he wraps his arms around me from behind and put his head on my shoulder. "I don't 


wannal" he whines like a baby. 

By now I'm a little nervous. "Dave, are you okay?" 
"Yeah." 

"You must be drunk." 

"l'm not drunk" 


"Is there a secret stash of Vodka or Tequila hidden in my room that you drank up before you came out to 


take a piss?" He's still attached to me, but | don't bother pushing him off 
Dave stays quiet for a second, "Maybe: 

| laugh. "So you are drunk?" 

"Maybe 


| turn around to face him. His arms are still wrapped around me. "Good" | smile and kiss him on the lips while | 


still have the chance. His hand moves up to my head and pushes me deeper into the kiss. 


Suddenly, the front door opens. | shove Dave off as Lars walks in. Dave falls on the floor and starts laughing 
like an idiot. Lars jerks his head to look at Dave. His face is hilariously confused. 


"Hahahahaha, James pushed me! Hahahaha," Dave says, still on the floor. 


"Well.. that's nice, Dave," Lars replies. He's looking at me like ‘What the hell? and | shrug, pretending not to 
know what just happened. 


Then, as Lars begins to walk to his room, Dave shouts to him "Do you know why he pushed me, Lars?" Oh, 


shit! Don't say it, Davel 

"Why is that, Dave?" Lars asked, suddenly interested. 

"James was kissing m-" 

| bend over and smash my hand into Dave's mouth just before he finishes his sentence. Lars's face is 


definitely confused. He looks at me like ‘Are you fucking serious?! | shake my head. But Dave licks my hand, and 
| let go of him. 


"He was kissing me, Larsy!" Dave starts laughing again. 
Lars walks toward me. "Are you serious, James?" 


| look up to Lars's disgusted face. "Lars, he's fucking drunk. He doesn't know what he's saying." | try to bring 
Dave to his feet, but he falls down to the floor again and starts laughing hysterically. 


"Uh huh," Lars replies. He walks towards his room and slams the door closed. 


| put my hand on my face. Oh shit. Now, l'm really screwed.. 


Am | Evil? 


Author's Notes: 
Chapter 3 of my story :D hope you like it. It\'s also on deviantART.com by the way. | don\'t own Metallica, 
James or Dave. Just my story. If it was real, | wouldn\'t know about it XD Dave\'s POV. 


Am | evil? You tell me! 


| came up with this plan a while ago. | knew that getting drunk and lashing out was now a habit of mine. No, a 


disease. But | figured something out, this evil plan of mine. 


| knew that that first part of my would be pretending to be drunk and hurting him. | fucking hated that part. 
The way his eyes teared up as he reached for his cut lip. He looked so helpless. No! I'm not gonna remember 


that! 


But after that part, the plan unfolded. | was alone with him, at night, in the dark, and he thinks l'm drunk. So 
far, so good. | lured him in, and we kissed. Yes! | monitored his drinking the whole day, so | knew he wasn't 


drunk. It was a real kiss! But only if he knew.. 


Sooo, that's when | came up with this plan. | lay, staring up at the white ceiling, knowing that James was awake 
by now. | needed to come up with the plan fast ‘cause my bladder was about to freaking explode! So | thought 
if | could get Lars to walk in on the plan, then maybe he would know about us! He'd know we love each other. 


Shit, James didn't yet know | like him . But | knew it could work. 

| rolled off the bed and landed on the floor with a thud. "Fuck!" | yelled, knowing James would hear. | walked to 
the piss room, relieved myself, rummaged through the cabinets, and walked out to the messy living room. 
There he was. And you know what happened next, right? Yeah, | wont go into that again 

So here | am now, rolling and laughing on the floor like a maniac ‘cause it FREAKING WORKED! HAHAHAHAHA! 


"Dave, what the fuck?! Get up!" James screams at me. 


"Hahaha, sorry," | stand up and look at him. His eyes are now lined with tears. Shit... "James, l'm sorry, but | 


really do like you." 
"No you don't, you drunken twat! Now Lars thinks I'm a fag just ‘cause you wanted to pull a joke on mel | fell 
for it! | fell for YOU, and it's not even worth it! You don't fuckin love me!" He shoves me aside, almost knocking 


me over again. This is not what | planned. 


"James, nol | do! | wasn't actually drunk! | really meant it, though! The kiss was real, the one a minute ago!" 


James stops at the door, hand on the knob. "You were faking being drunk?" His voice is shaky. 
"Yes," | reach for his hand at his side. "And | wasn't drunk last night either." 


His hand falls off the knob. He sighs. "So, was this like a little plan of yours? To punch me in the face and then 


kiss me?" 


"Well, yes and no. It was a little plan, but | really just wanted you to know that yes | like you. | always have, 
James. But you know, if | just went out and told you, then | would've been the one getting punched" 


"Hehehe, yeah. Well it fucking hurt still" He turns around to face me. Those icy blue eyes, holy crap. Damn, | 


hate it when he looks down. 

"Well, James. | really do love you." 

"| do, too." He glances up at me again. 

his hands are now interlocked with mine. Oh god, | just wanna stay here, forever. 
"Hey, fags! I'm going to the bar!" Lars bursts in. That little Danish shit. 


"LARS! GET THE FUCKING FUCK OUT!" I scream at the top of my lungs. His eyes widen and he runs for the 


door. James looks at me. 

"Dave, what was that for?" 

"What? He called us fags!!" 

"But-y-just.. just don't do that. He's sensitive. 
‘Lars? C'mon" 

James laughs. "So, you want another beer?" 


"Fuck yes, but let's go catch up with Lars at the bar. | want some fucking live metal” We smile and head out 


the door. 


Am | evil? Yes | fucking aml 


